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was Dowager Queen Elizabeth. She was kind, but entering
and leaving her presence with dignity was not a joke. She
lived in retirement at the Summer Palace at Sans Souci,
where all the surroundings were reminiscent of Frederick
the Great. Here the great attraction for William was to be
allowed to play with the Queen's big wooden model of
Jerusalem. His first request after kissing his great-grand-
mother's hand was to be allowed to visit ' Heavenly Jeru-
salem/ as the model was known in the family, and he used
to spend hours pulling out and replacing the towers, domes,
and minarets which fitted on pegs. When they visited Queen
Elizabeth at Easter-time she would send them out to search
in the garden for the coloured eggs which she had hidden
under the bushes, after the old German custom.

Crown Prince Frederick made up for the lack of his sons'
company during work periods by spending a great deal of
tune with them on holidays. They worked with him in the
garden, for he was as keen on gardening as his wife, and he,
too, always carried a pair of gardening scissors about with
him. He rode with them almost every day. They attended
the garrison parades with him and the girls were allowed to
come, too. Each morning in summer he bathed with them
among the willows at the private bathing place at Gaisberg,
and sometimes he took them to bathe with the troops at the
garrison baths. He taught them to row on the Jungfernsee.
He went for long walks with them in the country round
Haverstadt, where the scenery was finest, and they diligently
studied together the castles and ruins which dotted the
landscape.

Sometimes their mother came with them on the walks,
but she was always very busy. Quite often she arranged
family picnics on lonely Pfaueninsel Isle, which was Crown
Prince Frederick's favourite spot. It was the Crown
Princess's idea that at some time during each summer
William and Henry should go for a walking tour with
Hinzpeter. Those parched, hungry marches in the gloom
of the Black Forest, or trudging like disputing mediaeval
scholars along the highways from one time-worn town gate to